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 THETEMPESS © 
Sweat Poll of Phninab. 


4 HUNTING: SONG. 


ND seu 
THE WOUNDED HUSSAR. 


Ge: ALONE on the banks of the dark rolling Da. 


nube, 
Fair delaide hied when the battle was o'er; 


O whither, she cried, hast chou wander'd my 
true loye, - 


| Or where dost thou wir ak bled on the 


ore! 


What voice did 1 hear! tas my Henry that 


vigh'd 7 


2 All mournſul she hasten'd, nor-wander'd afar, 


When bleeding alone on the heath she descried, 
By the light of the moon her Pom wounded 


r "IP "Br in hh | * 

From his boom that heav? z the last torrent wos 
streaming. 880 | 

And pale wes his Visage, deep mat A 
er, 

And dim was that eye, once. exprenively beam- 
ing, : | 


That melted in love, a_d that kindled ; in war 


How smit was poor \nelaid's heart at the ef” 


Ho NT: she 85 o'er che victim of war 
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«c Hast thou come, my fond * the last oorrow⸗ 
fal nig, 


To cheer the _ heart of your o wounded butt. ' 


. * 


« Thou halt ure |” she replied, cc Neavende mer · 
cy reheving, 

Each anguisking wound shallforbid metomourn, “. 

« Ah! no the last pang in my bosom is heaving, | 

No light of the morn shall to Henry return; | 

Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true; 

Ye babes of my love that await me afar— 

His falt'ring tongue scarcely murmur'd Adien, 

When he sank in der . the dere, wounded 
-hussar. | 
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THE TEMPEST.” || 
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; CEASE, rude — blust ring railer,., | 
list, ye landmen all to me att | 
Messmates, hear a brother sailor * 
a ding the dangers of the Sea. | 
; From bounding billows first in motion, 


when the distant whitlwinds tise, 
To the tempest-troubled ocean. 
and tht” deas contend with skies. ne = 


Hark | the boatswain hoarsely bawſiog, 
by top-sail sheets and haulyards stand; 
Down top-gallants quick be haw ling, 
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man your 42 sails, hand, boys, hand, | 

Now it fre hens, Seth the braces, 
the lee top sail sheets let go; 

Luff, boys, luſf. don't meke wry faces, 


up your top-sails nimbly e 


Now all you on down-beds . 

- fondly lock d *twixt beauty's arms, 

Fresh enjoymeat, wafiton courting, 
tafe from all but love's alar ms, 

Around us roars the tempest later; 

think what fears cur minds enthral: 

Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

now again the boatowain's call. 


The top-sail er point to the wind, boyz, 


see all clear to reet each course; 
Let the fore - sheet go, don't mind, boys, 
tzhoc' the weather Should be worse. 
Fore and aft, the sprit-sail yard get, 
reef the mizen, see all clear; 


Hands up, each peradventure brace bet, 
man the loreyard 3 cheer, ads cheer, 


! 


ow the dreadful thunder's roaring 1 | 
peals on peals conte clash! 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

in our eyes blue light'nings flash. 
One wide water all around us, 

all above but one black sky f 
Dif'rent deaths at once surround us, 
hark! what means that dreadful cry ? 
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The, foremast's gone, eries v“, tongue ou, 
o'er the lee, FWelve feet *bove deck 
A leak beneath the chestree's sprung out! 

call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the laniards cut to pieces; 
come, my hearts, be stout and bold 
Plumb the well, the leak increases, 
four feet water's in the hold? 


While o'er the ship the wild waves eld * 
We for wives and children mourn; o - 
Atas from hence there's no retreating, | | 

a as! to them there's no return! 9 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 

both chain pumps are choak'd below y 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us | 

only tie cen save us now. 


On the eat is the land, wag; 
let the guns o'er board be thrown 3 
To the pumps, come ey'ty hand, boys, 
see her mizen-mast is gone 6 
The teak we've found, it cannot pour fast, 
we've lighten /d her a foot or more, 
_ N49 og rig a jury foremast, 
en she's tight, derer wear off. wor. 


, 


| Now, once more, on joys we're 8 
sinea kind fortuue sav'd our lives: 
Come, the cann, boys, let's be drinking 5 

to our sweet-hearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ship wheel it: 


EY 
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close to lips the btimmer join. 
Where's Ihe teinpest now Who feels it 4 
n en e in wine 
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MIDNI cHT WATER. 


WHEN the night, and the ach. is como, 
nd chilling, mists hang. o er the dark'ned main, 
When Sailors think of their far distant home. 

And on these friends, they ne r see again, 


Yet when the 6ighe's ar 4 1 1150 
And you're serving at begun. 
Should any theugbts of these, come o'er your 
mind, | 
Think only chould the day be won, 
How 'twould cheer, -- 
Thcir hea ris to hear, | 
at their own companion he Was one. 


Or my, lad, chould vou a ire uind 7 
Have left on shore, some preuy girl, and true, 
Who many a night doth listen te the wind, 
And Sighs to think how it Way: fare with you. 


Yet — — Ggbr 8 — un, 
And you're sereing at the gun, 


Should any thoughts ot her come o'er your mind, 


Tnink oniy should the day be won, 
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WHEN Edward: Ert bara Poll of Plymouth 


His piteous eyes stood aghast in his head, 


How it would cheer” © 
Her heart to hear; K 
Thas ber 6 own true sailor he was one. | 
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SWEET POLL. OF PLYMOUTH. 


Was dead, 
the functions of life made a pan a 


his shipmates enquired. the cause; 


Reviving a while he do them all round, 
with his. hand closely prest on his heart, 
Saying, „Within this sad letter, at once 1 have 
found, 
the Sceptre of death and his dart. 


It tells that my dear Poll of Plymouth is dead, 
my comfort, my joy, and my life, 

When I was torn from her, she flew to her bed, 
and s, ghing * her dear life ;“ 


He fancied he saw kis ils Poll ; in the clouds, 
then stay for poor Edward, he cry'd, 

And swift as his fancy he ran up the shrouds, 
and eagerne$$ bs in his eyes. 
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He call'd for all hands, and he ens loud 
shriek, 
and now all distracted he raves... * 
Saying, © Don't you see that my heart's. + UL a 
leak,” 


and threw himself into the waves ; 


All hands wereemploy'd to prevent his sad fate, 
the long boat was hoisted in vain, 
'They aragg' tum on-board, vnd alas! tas tod * 
ate; 
For — never once breathed 2 


A HUNTING SONG. 


WITH early horn salute the morn, 
That gilds this charming place 3 2 
V\ ith cheerful cries bid echo rise 
And tom the jovial chase 
The yoca! hills around,. 
The waving woods, 
Tue chrystal floods 
ä the enliv'ning sound. 


„ WM 8. 


FP PENIS: 


* 


